'When lately from the kingdom of your eyes
I took my leave, one evening desperate
you cried, *' I love you, Ronsard, but love lies
not in my will but 'gainst it in my fate.
No beauty of yours did my vexed heart surprise,
but only heaven's unrelenting hate
that bade me love where in the autumn dies
the flower and you that share the flower's state.
When I beheld you reason proved a traitor,
and now (I cannot' waits upon * I would, *
when to forget you I in vain pretend*
Refusal's force is baffled by love's greater,
and since 'tis heaven's wish, source of all good,
God knows I may believe it in the end/*